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Harry Gambol 


Who dy d of a PL EURES V, Aug. 31. 


[OW Vain, Delofiv:, and how Tranſitory 


Are all the shining Scenes of Pomp and 
_ Glory ? 


This Gazebo! found, the Darling late of Fame, 


Who now, alas! is nothing but a Name. 


Hlis Death (curſt Harmo) to thy Quacking Art 
He owes, by practiſing thy Bulh's Part, 
And Cruciating his Implicit Brain 
With Loads, beyond their Texture to ſuſtain. 
While He purſu' d a Game as foreign to 


His Intellects, as Honeſty to You. 


Thus your Ferments his ſanguine State endur d, 
When bleeding i in the 7ug lar Vein had cur'd. 


Poor Hal, how ſmoothly flow'd thy Koury 
before 


With all thy Wiſh, a Bottle and a Wu 88 

And ne'er (in ſpite of Nature) ſought to riſe ' 

By Politics, or aim'd at being Wiſe ; 

Till that damn'd Quack, beyond your stars 
unkind, 


Vaunting to cure your Claps, has Poxt your 
Mind. 


Farewell; and may you find ſuch Joys below, 
A5 all your Friends above deſerve to know. 


EPITAPH 


Here lies an odd Reverſe, a Riddle rather, 

Both a Buffuon, and Senator together: 

In Councils Grave the merrieff Grig on Earth, 
But always Grave amidſt the Brighteſt Mirth. 
Wanting in 44, yet AU things in Pretence; 
Juggler in F aith, and Schiſmatic in Senſe: 

By Treachery, Trick, and Diſguiſes Great; 
On og A Lampoon, and Burleſque on the S-— 
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